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will make sail for Halifax! This convoy will male sail for Halifax!
Fast sailors will wait for slow ones! Don't lose your position by
day or night! There's enemy privateers in these waters! Enemy
privateers! All efforts must be made to avoid enemy privateers!
Keep your positions day and night!"
An hour later all of us, ships, barques, barkentmes, brigantines,
brigs, schooners, slpops, pinks and longboats, moved out between
Beacon Island and Point Allerton, a vast armada, sails gleaming
whitely in the warm sun, pennants fluttering, high colour against the
bright sky, It must have looted, to those on shore, like the gayest
and greatest regatta ever held; but my dour heart saw no gaiety in
that sailing, The far white dot that was our house faded from my
sight-and that was where Sally was! I was leaving her and leaving
my own country, and how could a man who loved both leave either ?